
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



DICK 

AS TO HEAVEN 

Well, Heaven's hard to understand — 
But it's a kind of great big land 

All full of gold and glory; 
With rivers green and pink and red, 
And houses made of gingerbread 

Like in the fairy story. 

The floors they use are made of clouds ; 

And there are crowds and crowds and crowds 

Who sing and dance till seven. 
But then they must all keep still because 
God and the Dream-man and Santa Claus 

Sleep in the big House of Heaven. 

God, he sleeps on the first two floors, 

And the Dream-man sleeps above him and snores, 

A tired out story-teller; 
And Santa Claus, who hates the noise, 
He sleeps on the roof with all of his toys; 

And the angels live in the cellar. 

Now, the angels never sleep a wink; 
They're much too busy to stop to think 

Or play on harps and guitars. 
They're always cleaning the sun at night, 
And all day long, to keep it bright, 

They polish the moon and the stars. 

They clean the streets and they tidy the rooms, 
And they sweep out heaven with a million brooms, 

And they hurry each other when they nod. 
And they work so fast that they almost fall — 
But God just sits and never works at all; 

And that's because he's God! 
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